DAWN

trellis to cast a dappled shade. The whole building was
bleached by sun and wind to the fancy of a big empty shell.
The kitchens and living quarters of the owner and his
family were in an old-fashioned farm-house separate from
this barrack and standing in a large walled-in courtyard,
with space for twenty automobiles, to which the road gave
direct access through a wide gateway. Dense woods of the
maritime pine, the fallen needles of which deadened the
sound of traffic, extended half a mile inland behind the
hotel on either side of the road.

It was in the shadow of these pines that Waterlow and
the two giant brothers waited to-night, while Stavro stole
forward to reconnoitre. The boy came back presently
to say that there was an empty automobile in the court-
yard, and that a man was sitting on a heap of sacks in the
entrance of the kitchen fast asleep. He had seen him
against the glow of the fire. On the terrace was a table
with the remains of food and drink and two empty chairs.

" You didn't see the chauffeur ? "

Stavro clicked his tongue in a negative.

" I wonder where he is," Waterlow muttered. He
stepped out from the shadow of the pines and looked at
his watch in the moonlight It was drawing near three
o'clock.

" And you heard no sound from the sea ? "

Stavro clicked his tongue again.

" Well, we must risk the chauffeur's being about. The
first thing is to secure the man in the kitchen. It's prob-
ably the proprietor himself."

They walked quietly along to the gateway of the court-
yard, in a corner of which the open door of the kitchen
diffused a dull rufous stain upon the brilliant silver air.